Lydia Oxea 17 
Lydia, Lydia, how I love the name Lydia... 


I had a neighbor named Lydia. She taught public school second grade. At 46, Lydia was a 
virgin spinster and epitome of an ultra conservative schoolmarm until she flowered into her 
womanhood at late midlife. Her story, as she told it, goes something like this. During one of 
many family gatherings, her brutally honest sisters were teasing Lydia, "why are you saving 
your virginity, Lydia? So the worms can eat it...!?" While their tiresome banter galled her 
greatly it caused Lydia to soberly self—examine her life. Suddenly, she snapped into the 
shocking disbelief that at age 46 she did not have one to ponder! The unexpected realization 
greatly terrified the woman. She said," OMG!! I'm old! I’m missing out! Why am I saving 
anything? I want to live before the worms get me!!" I asked, ‘ So what did you do about 
it?’ She said, “ I found a man to bed...!’ “Okay, that is a good start what next,’ I queried. 
‘Voof!’ she exclaimed, ' Sex was ‘Soooo! Gooooood!’ to me! I wanted more and found 
another man, and another, and another making up for lost time...’ ‘Was it worth the wait,’ I 
quizzically prodded. She shot me a very perturbed ‘that is not funny’ side long glance as 
only Lydia could from the corner of her eye. Hmmmm, sleeping beauty shed her moral 
chastity belt and is now wide-awake. Her sisters were happy with ‘Lydia’s new beginning’ 
and teased her no more about ‘the worms,’ at least not the kind that would eat her. 

However, sisters being sisters, they good-naturedly ragged her to reveal those juicy secrets 
about all the men in her life, an ongoing ‘as the stomach turns’ melodrama that they all 
enjoyed immensely. That must be a ladies thing to kiss and tell, I reckon. Her unabashed 
true confessions were touching. To me, nothing is more refreshing than the angelic—glow of 
a fresh flowering, rosebud of a woman such as she, and loveliest is the late bloom, always. 
We were friends but not lovers, which was my decision. Lydia being too immature for my 
taste was a woman of 46 perpetually going on seven, behaving more like the second graders 
she taught than a mature adult. A desperate, horny, seven-year-old girl in a woman's body 
loosed on the world with a burning, unsatisfied passion: so many men, so little time with a 
womb that could warm a regiment on a Winter, Sunday afternoon. Nonetheless, she was 
very happy with her metamorphosis; so were her sisters, and so was I. Discovering in late— 
mid-life, a raging fire in her loins, too long suppressed, that no single man could quench, 
there is where bliss found Lydia: ‘being naughty’ in the greener pastures of a man’s arms. 
One regret for most people at their final life review is why was I not naughtier. Why did I 
save ‘special things’ only to leave them on a worm’s table? When is there any time more 
‘especial’ for enjoying a person, place, or thing than right now? Best advice: Carpe Diem — 
live today for tomorrow is uncertain... be naughty — be very, very, naughty — while you can. 
Lydia would agree, I think. Pursuing her burning desires as only a hot-blooded woman can 
kindle, she moved away from the neighborhood and we eventually lost contact. Her warmth 
forever occupies a special place in my heart... as do all the women I have ever known — I 
loved them all. Lydia, Lydia, how I love the name Lydia... still fondly smile when thinking 
of her, and in knowing that she got ‘it’ before the worms ©. 


